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along the line.   The cossack cavalry horses had been con-
cealed in secret river fastnesses impenetrably overgrowir"
with reeds, sedges and rushes, where they would not be
troubled by the heat.    The trees and the lofty osiers hid
them perfectly from the eyes of the Red observers.
- Not a soul was to be seen on the green expanses of meadow;^
save occasionally the tiny figures of refugees hurrying farther
away from the Don.   The Red machine-gunners sent a few
shots after them, and at the heavy whistle of the bullets the
terrified refugees flung themselves to the ground.  They lay
among the thick grass until dusk, and only then ran off to the
forests, without a backward look hurrying to the north, into
the wooded wildernesses hospitably beckoning with their
dense growth of alders and birches.
For two days Vieshenska was subjected to a continuous
and intensive artillery bombardment. The inhabitants did
not come out of their cellars. Only at night did life appear,
in the shell-holed streets. The insurgents' general staff came
to the opinion that so heavy a bombardment was the prelude
to an attempt to cross the river, and they were apprehensive
that the Reds would cross opposite Vieshenska with the
object of capturing the place and driving a wedge through
the long line of the front, splitting it into two, and then by
flank attacks crushing the rising completely. On Kudynov's
order more than twenty machine-guns supplied with plentiful
reserves of belts were concentrated in Vieshenska. The
battery commanders were ordered to fire their remaining
shells only if the Reds were to attempt to cross. The ferry
and all the rowing-boats were brought into a backwater
above Vieshenska, and there were guarded by a strong force.
To Gregor Melekhov the fears of the staff command
seemed to have no justification. At a general council of war
he expressed his opinion forcibly.
" Do you think there's any possibility of their crossing at
Vieshenska ? " he demanded. " Look : on this side the
bank is as bare as a tambourine, sandy and smooth, and by
the Don itself there isn't a tree or a bush. On such a bare
shore machine-guns would sweep them all off down to the
last man. No, they won't try to take Vieshenska. They're
much more likely to attempt to cross either where the river's
shallow, where there are fords across sandbanks, or else
where there's woodland and undergrowth. We must keep